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of her pale grey eyes that I lost all count of time
and idea of the place we were going to. All that I
remember is that with a long backward sweep of the
paddle she swung round her canoe and the next
instant I saw my boat lying next to me. Reluctantly
I got up and transferred myself into the other boat
and waved my hand in acknowledgment as she
swiftly glided away and was soon lost to sight in the
bend of the lake.

Since that morning not a day passed but I met
Thelma and passed long hours in her company. She
now and again drove me round the lake in her broad,
four-wheeled Canadian gig, and along with her sister
gave me my first dancing-lessons.  Early one morn-
ing we all went up a neighbouring hill. This was my
first experience of the Canadian woods and it proved
to be a most memorable one. We in India are apt to
think that we possess the most impenetrable jungles
in the world.   But one has to go to the wilds of
Canada to understand what the word "impenetrable"
really means.   When Evan's Peak was first pointed
out to me and I was asked by one of the party if I
thought I would be able to scale it, I, who had pressed
under my feet the dark brow of mighty Helvellyn
and to whom Ben Lomond had bowed its head,
could scarcely repress my laughter for the hill
appeared so ridiculously near and so miserably low
that it seemed superfluous to answer the question.
But when I once entered the woods and plunged
into the blinding thickets and began to fumble and
grope about for a support to extricate my feet at
each step I took, I understood why that question